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accomplished, they could think of no better answer than to
repeat the contemptible verses wherewith they had just been
vilifying one another. The Sultan, turning away in disgust,
remarked that he had desired companions and not buffoons,
and sent them back to their posts with a small gratuity apiece.
Although he conducted himself like a fool in the presence
of Sultan Selim, Ishaq was a man of no little learning and
a poet of considerable merit. Latifl, who describes his verses
as being 'debonair, simple, tender and gay,' attributes these
characteristics to his having composed them when in com-
pany with his minions to declare the sadness of his state
and to express his heart's desire. Qinali-zada likewise applies
the terms tender and gay to his poetry, and adds that his
language and style are unstrained and free from formalism.
He left a Diwan of qasfdas and ghazels; also, according to
Hajji Khalifa, a rhyming history of Selfm I previous to his
accession, which he entitled the Ishaq-Nama or Ishaq-Book.
He did not adopt any makhlas. These three ghazels will
serve to illustrate his style:

Ghazel.  [176]

But for yearning for my loved one, patient every woe I'd bear;
What could work the dear one's rigour, were no rival's malice there?

'Tis no sorrow that those glances spill our blood and waste our peace;
But for these, 'twere grief of heart to yield our life for yonder fair.

How thus ever should the bulbul wail in concert with my sighs,
Did the rose not aye companion with the thorn in mid parterre?

Ne'er had I been broken-hearted, neither had my soul been vexed,
Had my fortune not shown darkling even as thy musky hair.

Never had my heart inclined to wander mid the garth, my love,
Were no sympathizing comrade of a bulbul dwelling there,